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The thing that made Slash realize Axl was having another breakdown was when he overdosed so much he 
almost died. These days Axl never overdosed. He was trying to get Slash and Duff to stop doing any more 
drugs, and he'd quit himself for a while. But despite that, the singer had ended up in a hospital bed. But now 


Axl was sitting on slash's couch, staring into thin air, not looking at his band mate, not really being there. 

If Slash closed his eyes, it would be like he wasn't there at all. Nothing was real anymore. Slash knew Axl 
wasn't feeling guilty. No, Axl wasn't the type of person to feel guilty about hurting people with his actions. At 
least he didn't show it. But he knew Axl was sorry. 


The now fragile, worn out singer was looking up at the ceiling. At times when Axl was like this, Slash never 


knew if he'd break into tears at any moment or go into a fit of rage and smash every object he could get his 
hands on. Or maybe decide that he was having one of his "bi-curious" fases and wanting to hump Slash's 

brains out. And the guitarist would just roll with the punches, and enjoy the other man. Why the fuck not, he 
was used to having meaningless sex with strangers, having sex with Axl was more of a way to pass the time. 


And if Axl needed that Slash would just give it to him. One never knew with Axl. 


The tension was thick in the air, Slash looked at his hands resting in his lap, through locks of curly hair. His 
mind was completely empty. He didn't know if it was because of his hangover, which he'd gotten used to, being 
hungover most of the time , or the fact that he felt like his life was slipping out of his control. Was this what 
depression felt like? 


He heard the singer get up from the couch and walk over to him. The curly haired man couldn't be bothered 
to look up. He didn't want to read Axl's face right now, feeling too tired to deal with what he might find if he 
did. Slash felt a body fall into the seat next to him, and felt a warmth embrace him as Axl leaned over and 
rested his head on slash's chest. 


Without saying a word the guitarist put his arm around axl's shoulder. He knew Axl, he knew that he didn't like 
feeling vulnarable, he didn't like people seeing his weakest moments. But the two men had been through hell and 
heaven together, and they knew each other better than they knew everyone else, in the most fucked up way. 
So Axl didn't care about feeling vulnarable when he leaned up and caught the other man's eye for a moment 


before pressing his lips against Slash's. 


It wasn't a passionate kiss. But as always with Axl, it was a good one. No, it wasn't passion, but it was some 
weird kind of love. A love between two people who didn't know where they were going in life, who had it all but 
didn't know what to do with it. A fragile, somewhat crazy and emotionally unstable redhead, and a worn out, 
alcoholic, pretending to be the king of the world, lead guitarist, kissing on the couch, supporting each other in 
their own fucked up way. 


